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" Listen, Oliver," Buell said. " What size shot do you use on
partridges ? "
" Number g's," I said.
" Nines are too small," Buell told me.   " I always use 6}s "
I knew many gunners who used 6's and 7's on partridges, but they
lost so many birds that I felt sorry for them. " If you'll only try 9's,"
I said, " you'll never go back to 6's. I can kill geese with 6's. For a
bird as small as a partridge, 65s leave too many gaps in the pattern.
When you use g's, on the other hand, you have twice the chance of-----"
Buell interrupted me. " That's why I ain't afraid of having the
rebel army try to buy these drawings of mine. You think the feller
who uses 6's on partridges is a misguided idiot; but those who've
been using 6's on partridges all their lives know you're sensible enough
about most things, but crazy as a coot about partridge-shooting. You
probably swear by a 12-gauge shotgun, but you know as well as I do
that the world is full of people who won't use anything but lo-gauges
because 12-gauges ain't worth a damn. That's the way gunners and
soldiers have always been about guns : for every hundred men that
say a gun is the best in the world, there's always another hundred
to swe&r it's the worst. No, Oliver : you needn't worry about me !
I'll get all the rebels together and show Jem my gun, but they won't
do a damned thing about it 1 Then I'll show 'em my Metallic Tractors,
and they'll break their necks trying to buy 'em from me at three
guineas a pair 1 "                                   9
When Buell returned, he came back from Newport in a British
ship and with an enormous fund*of news. Much of his conversation
dealt with a gentleman named Benjamin Thompson, who had also
boarded his ship at Newport and disembarked at Boston. So often
did he quote Benjamin Thompson that I came to dislike the man, as
people dislike a child when a parent constantly extols his virtues. I_
was glad, even, that I'd never have to meet Benjamin Thompson.
As my father had predicted, the dreadful mismanagement at
Bunker Hill had ruined the military reputation of General Gage, so
that he had been recalled to England and replaced by General Howe.
When Buell had reported privately to Howe, he came at once to
see us, and not long afterwards two sailors from the Siren frigate left
his baggage at our back door. His own personal bag was a small one,
and contained nothing but a razor, a comb, two extra shirts, and two
extra pairs of stockings, one grey wool and the other white silk. The
white silk ones he gave at once to Mrs. Byles, saying that she might
find the feet a little large, but that the quality would more than
make up for their shortcomings.